He smiled faintly. 'Sorry to spring that on you, but
I had to know where I stood. I can see by your face that
the answer is yes. Well., that's what I wanted to have a
word with you about, that and something else.'

'Oh, I see.' I tried to make the answer casual, as
though I were used to people explaining why they were
regarded as mad. He did not appear to be listening.

'I know,' he said, 'that it's damned bad form unloading
one's private affairs on strangers, that is, on people one's
just met; but I have a good reason. You see, Vadassy,
you're the only man I can talk to here.' He regarded me
sombrely. 'I hope you don't mind.'

I said, wondering what on earth it was all about, that
I did not mind.

'It's good of you to say so,5 he went on; 'these damned
foreigners .. .* He stopped, evidently realising that this
was scarcely tactful. 'You see, Mr Vadassy, it's about my
wife.' He stopped again.

I was getting tired of this. 'Supposing,' I suggested,
'that you take my good will for granted and say what you
want to say. You must remember that I have no idea
what you are talking about.'

He flushed. There was a suggestion of a return to the
military manner. 'Quite right. No good beating about
the bush. I wouldn't be sitting here wasting your time
at all if there wasn't a reason. Put my cards on the table.
Tell you the whole story. Then you can judge for your-
self. Don't want you to get the wrong idea,' He drove
his fist gently into the palm of his other hand. Til put
my cards on the table,' he repeated.

'I met my wife early in 1918 in Rome.' He paused,
and I was afraid that there were going to be more
hesitations; but this time he went on.
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